TbeTtagedj 

15üt wheréto morrow ? well all is one for thati 
\V hohath deSrried the number of the foe ; 

Nor. Sixorfeuenthoufandis theirgreateftmimbert 
King.W hy, our battalian trebles that account , 

Befides that,a Kings name is a Tower of ftrengthj, 
■Whichthey vpon the aduerfe party want; 

Vp.with myTentthcrevaliant? Gentlemen^ . 
let vs furttey the vantage or the field 5 
Call for fomemen of found dire-SHon, 

Iets want no diicipline make no delay, • 

For Lords to morrow is a bufie day, Exeunt* 

Enter Riehard with the Lords. 

ftich . The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat. 

And by the bright tracke ofhis fiery Carré, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow, 

W here is Sir WUliam Brandon, he fhall beare my ftanderd} 
Thé Earleof Bevtbrookg keepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine Blunt , beare my good nightto hira. 

And by the fecond.houre in the morning, • 

Defire the Earletofeemein rayTetit. 

Yetone thing more, good Blunt before thougoeft, 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd, doeft thou know ? 

Blmt. Vnleffe I haue miftaine his eolours much* 
Whichwell I am alfut’d 1 haue not dqne. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mileat leaft, 

South from the mighty power of the Ktag». 

R icb. Ifwithoutperrillit bepoffible, 

Good Captaine Rlum beare my good night tohim. 

And giue him ïrom me this moft necdfull fcrowle» 

Blunt-. Vpon my lifè my Lord, Ile vndertakeit* 
ïl ich. Farewell Good Riant. 

Giue me lome Inks.aodpaperinmy Tent; 

11e draw the ferme and modle of our battell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength; • 

Co me let vs confult vpon the morro wes bulincfie, « 

2n our Tent, the aire is raw and cöld* 




Enter King Richard 3 Nof, RatcltjfejOatesbyi> ■ 
King. Whatisaclcck .’ . 

- ÉJJ 



^ cf Ricliard the Third. 

Cat. It is fixof the clocke, full fupper-time* 

Kift'.l wih not fup tonrght,giue me fome Inkeand Papes 
What is my Beauer eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour Jayd into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege,and all things are in readinefle* 

Kin. Good Norfolke hie thee to thy charge, 
Vfecarefullwatchjcbnfe trufty Centinell, 

Nor • I goe my* L ord* 

Kin. Stut with the Larke to morrow gentle Ntrfolkfi 
JVor.1 warrant youmy Lord, 

Kin. Catesby» 
lUf.My Lórd* 

A7#.Send ouca Purleuantat armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his powec 
Before Sumrifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
Into die blind caueof eternall night, 

Fillmeabouleof Wine,giuc mea watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 
looke that my ftaues be found and noetoo heauy Katclijfe 
R^oMy Lord. 

Kin. Sawcft thou the melancholly L.Northtpnberland ? 
"Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, andhimfelfe. 
MuchlikeCockfhuttime,fromtroupe totroupe 
Went through the army chering vp the fbuldiers. 

Kin. Sè I am fatisfied, giue me aboute of VVine, 
ï haue not that alacrity of Ipirit, 

Nor éleare of mind thatl was wont to haue % 

Set it downe,is Inke and 'paper ready? 

Rat. It is my Lord» 

Kin. Bid my guard watch,leaue me, 

Ratchjfe about.the midft ofnightcometómy tent 
And helpe to arme me,leaue me I fay. Exit 

EntcrDarbyto Richmond in his tent. 

Llar. Fortune and viéiory fit on thy helrr.e. 

Rtch. AU comfort that the darke night cansford» 

Beto thy perfon noblefather in Iaw, 

Teil me how faresour noble mother ? 

V'£ r ‘ * atturney blefle thee from thy mother, 

■ ho prayes continually for Rtchrttords good 

- h z So 
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